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were packed, and all was ready, on Monday; his
impatience to be gone rapidly growing.

Mrs. Hawker wrote to his nephew at Whitstone,
eight miles from Stratton, to say that they would
lunch with him on Tuesday, the loth, on their way
back from Plymouth to Morwenstow, intending to
drive the distance in the day.

He never came, nor was the reason known till it
was too late for his nephew to see him.

On Monday evening, when all was ready for depar-
ture on the morrow, about seven o'clock, Mrs.
Hawker sa\y her husband's left hand turn dead, white
and cold. Perceiving that he had a paralytic stroke,
she sent immediately for a surgeon. On the morrow,
Tuesday, the day on which the old man's face was to
have been turned homewards, it became evident that
his face was set to go towards a happier and an
eternal home.

It was then clear that there was no return for him
to Morwenstow; and the lodgings were taken on for
another week, which would probably see the close of
the scene.

On that evening Mrs. Hawker wrote to his sister,
Mrs. Kingdon, a very aged lady at Holsworthy, to
tell her that her brother had had a stroke, and that
the medical attendant had c forbid him doing any
duty if he goes back to Morwenstow. . . . Of course
the knowledge that he can be no longer of use at
Morwenstow is a terrible blow to his mind.' She also
requested Mrs. Kingdon to keep his sickness a pro-
found secret from every one. At Whitstone he was
in vain expected, day after day, for lunch. Nor were
his brother and niece at Boscastle aware that his
illness was serious, and that life was ebbing fast away,
till all was over.

Mr. Claude Hawker informed me that even on that
Tuesday, when he learned that he must not take duty
again in his loved church, he was restless to be off,
